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The frfi part efthe contention of the two famous 
My confidence tels roc thou art innocent. 

Humph. Ah gracious Henry thefe dates are dangerous, 

And would my death might end thefe miferies, .. 

And ftay their moodes for good King Henries fake, 
put I am made the Prologue totheirplay. 

And thoufands more mull follow after me, y 

T hat dreads not yet their liues deftruftion, 

Suffolkes hateful! tongue blabs his hearts malice, 

Bewfords fine eies fhewes his enuious mind, 

Buckinghams prowd lookes bewraies his cruel thoughts, 

And dogged Yorke that leuells at the Moone, 

Whofe cuerweening arme I haue heldbacke: 

AH you haue ioynd to betray me thus: 

And you my gracious lady, and Soueraigne miftris, 

Caufeleffe haue laid complaints vpon my head, 

1 {hall not want falfe witnefles inow, 

That fo among!! you, you may haue my life. 

The prouerb no doubt will be well performde, 

A ftaffe is quickly found to beate a dog. 

Suffolke Doth he not twit our Soueraigne lady here, 

As if that fhee with ignominious wrong, 

Had fubornd or hyred feme to fweareagainft his life? 
ffiueene Yea but I can giue the lofer leaue to ipeake. 
Humph. Far truer (poke then ment,I loofe indeed, 
Befhrew the winners hearts, they play me falfe. 

r Buck i Heele wreft the fence, and keep vs here al day, 

My Lordof Wincheftcr,{ee him fent away. 

fiord. Who’s within there?take in Duke Humphrey, 

And fee him garded fure within my houfe. 

Humph, O ! thus king H enry cafts away his crouch, 
Before his legs can beare his body vp. 

And puts his watchfull Ihepheard from his fide, 
Whilftwolues (land fnarring who fhal bite himfirft. 
Farewel my foueraigne,long maid thou enioy, 

Thy fathers happie daies free from annoy. 

E xit Humphrey, with the fiardinals men. 

King My lords,what to your wifedomes fhall feeme 
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bottfes , of Yorke and Lancafier. 

Poand vndo,as if our felfe were here. 

Quecne W hat wil your highnefle leaue the Parlament? 
Kt»g Yea Margaret, my heart is killed with griefe. 

Where I may fit and figh in endlefle monc, 

• ' For who’s a traitor?Glofter he is none. 

V , exit King, Sa/skury, ana tVanvicfi. 

Queene Then fit we downe againetfiv lord Cardihall, 
Suffolke, Buckingham, Y orke and Somerfet, 

Let vs confultofprowd duke Humphries fall. 

In mine opinion it were good he dide, 

Forfafetieofour King and common wealth. 

Sufio/ke And fo thinke I madame,for as you know. 

If our King Henry had fliooke hands with death, 

Duke Humphrey then would looke to be our King, 

And it may bc,by pollicie he workes. 

To bring to paffe the thing which now we doubt, 

The foxe barkes not when he would fteale the lamb, 

But if we take him ere he do the deede, 

We fhould not queftiori,ifthathe fhouldliue. 

No, let him die, itt that heis a foxe, 
Leftthatinliuingheoffcndvs more. 

Cur. Then let him die before the Commons know. 

For feare that they do rife in Armes for him, 

Torf Then do itfodainlymy Lords, 

Sufi Let that be my lord Cardmalls charge and mine. 

Car. A greed, for hee’s already kept within my houfe. 

Enter a tJ ? l e finger. 

Queene Hownowfirra,’.\hatnewes? 

Me fin, Madame, I bring you newes from Ireland, 

The wilde Onelc my lord.is vp in Armes, 

With troupes of Irifft Kernes that vncontrold. 

Do plant themfelues within the Engliffi pale. 

And burne and fpoile the Country as they go. 

Queen W hat redreffe lhall we haue for this my Lords# 
Yorke Twere very good, that my Lord of Somerfet 
That fortunate champion were fent ouer, 
Tokeepeinavvethe ftubborne Iriflimen, 
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